MIBU

their backs to me, their kimonos spreading out round
them. There they sat, like spring bulbs, looking out
over a balcony, across a street, at the open front of
another building opposite. The temple building
opposite jutted forward from an open-fronted gallery
that led into its side; low railings ran along both the
gallery and the jutting stage.

The sun had set; the sky blazed blue and purple,
showing in silhouette the sweeping, serene lines of
the temple roof. Under its eaves glowed and swayed
a row of paper lanterns, casting soft ruddy light on
golden-robed figures gesticulating with swords. They
stood on the jutting stage; behind them stood a dark
plain figure thwacking a gong; along the gallery,
beside them, craned from under the blue-and-white
back-cloth the heads and shoulders of a score of little
boys.

A stage monster roared, the gong intoned, the
glowing lanterns swung gently in the breeze, making
the actors' shadows clash in incorporeal conflict.
Round them, gilding the golden lights, rushed the
dark empty sky, blue, deepening to blue, deep, deep,
deep. I stood transfixed, as one might step into the
centre of an electric storm and be held paralysed.

A touch on my leg from an exploring child, and I
picked my way as far forward as I could and sat down
on a vacant mat. Still the two figures moved silently
about the jutting stage, swearing friendship in arms